DanganWonka: Chihiro and The Candy Converter

No one from Hope’s Peak dared utter a word, lingering silence putting everyone on edge. Their minds flooded with images of Asahina trapped in her crude trap, making them worry about what happened if they angered their host. Although with the way Junko carried herself, humming and practically bouncing with each step, she seemed all too pleased with how things were going. 

“You all need to relax a little!” Junko tried to lift the spirits of the group. “This will be a tour you’ll never forget!” Her words didn’t ease any doubts. 

Makoto stayed in the back of the party, trying his best to keep hope that he could save Asahina. His classmates could sense his worry as they walked along his sides; attempting to lift his spirits.

“We’ll find a way to save Asahina and get out of here!” said Chihiro, tugging on Makoto’s arm. “Junko did say it was possible.”

“And with all of us working together, it shouldn’t be difficult.” Celestia added, her confident smile helping to boost his confidence. 

Makoto nodded, feeling slightly better. “You’re right. We can’t let our guard down.”

“Good. Plus, I have an idea that may get us out of here but I have to wait.” Celestia’s smile disappeared as she looked ahead. “Although I do find our current party to be somewhat questionable.” 

Chihiro and Makoto turned their attention to the unknown members of the party. Despite their claims that they were students at Hope’s Peak, none of them exhibited anything remarkable. It was hard to gauge if they really were Ultimates.

“What kind candy do you have here?” Akane seemed unfazed by what happened in the classroom, bombarding Junko with several questions about food. “Do you have any jerky? Jerky can come from a candy company. When do we get samples?”

“All in good time. Trust me, I have a special room for you~” Any of the others would have heard the menace in Junko’s words, but Akane’s lack of focus didn’t catch it.  

Hiyoko grumbled aloud. “There better be gummy snacks on this tour! Or at least a good show that comes with it. That swimmer girl bloating like a beached whale was hilarious!” Makoto, Celestia, and Chihiro were shocked at her callousness, laughing at Asahina’s misfortune. Though they decided it was best not to stir that pot, becoming targets of the bitter midget. 

“Zzzzzzz…” Chiaki snored, having conked out once again as Hajime carried her piggy back style, letting out a small grunt as he gently shifted her up his back.

“You uh…need a hand?” Makoto asked. 

“Nah. She’s not that heavy luckily.” Hajime groaned as he did his best not to disrupt her nap. “Can’t leave her alone since who knows where she’ll wander to. Especially here.” He wasn’t entirely wrong; there was no way of telling what secrets were held in the Junko’s Factory. Makoto kept close to his friends while he wondered what the eccentric girl had to offer. 

He didn’t have to wait long for an answer as a set of metallic doors lay at the end of the hallway with no other path to wander down. Junko picked up her pace as the party did their best to keep the speed going. The closer they got to the door, the bigger the steel entryway became as it stretched to the ceiling, dwarfing them all. Stopping short, causing a few of the students to stumble into one another, Junko fiddled with a hefty ring of keys, flipping through one after the other. “No…No…Nope...Forgot about that one hehe.” While they waited, Hiyoko read the placard on the door. 

“What’s R&D?”

“It stands for Research and Development.” Chihiro answered, forgetting for a moment who answered the question. “As a candy factory, this is probably where most new snacks come from. Not to mention engineering machines to make the work easier.” She was happy to share her knowledge though Hiyoko wasn’t too happy to hear it. 

“Geez, I didn’t ask you moron! You think anyone cares what a flat-chested bimbo thinks?” Junko snickered at Hiyoko’s harsh words, almost encouraging her behavior. 

“Despite Chihiro’s shortcomings, she is right. I wouldn’t expect any less from the Ultimate Programmer.” Junko glanced behind her, shooting her a smile that made Chihiro cringe. “This is the laboratories where all my busy worker bears come together to help with new games, snacks, and toys.” Junko proudly boasted, finally finding the key that unlocked the lab doors. They could hear mechanical tumblers turn and click, building up the first major reveal. A crack in the door appeared as it slowly swung open, Junko invited them in as they took in the laboratories. 

Makoto wasn’t wholly sure what to make of place. Dozens of machines, computers, and test tubes were spread all across the lab, churning out data and candies. Screens revealed results from various experiments, foreign to most of the group. It was a surprise that all the equipment was well polished with a chrome shine. That didn’t ease the eye-strain that came with the black and white color scheme of the room, matching Junko’s top hat perfectly. As confusing as everything was, though, Makoto knew that Junko would be all too happy to show off her gizmos. 

“This is the heart of my factory. Every great idea I bless the world with comes from here. Are there any questions?” Celestia’s hand shot up, scowl on her face. 

“You didn’t explain this earlier but what exactly are those?” She asked, pointing to the various teddy bears that were scattered around the room. Their black and white colors and razor-sharp smile didn’t particularly feel inviting.

“Oh, how rude of me!” Junko snatched up a bear, introducing it properly to the group. “These are my Monokumas! They’re my special helpers that are imbued with my spirit and care. Please do try your best to stay out of their way while they work.” Putting it down, it bounced back to work as Junko turned to them. “Think of them like miniature versions of me!” 

“That doesn’t reassure me any at all.” Celestia moaned aloud.

“You’ll all enjoy their presence soon enough I bet. Now are there any other questions about R&D?” Junko paused, cocking her head to the side. “Please feel free to look around and ask about anything that catches your interest. However, don’t let temptation get the best of you and touch anything. You don’t want to be on the Monokuma’s bad side.” She giggled, waving them off. No one was particularly excited to rummage around the lab but they went along, hoping that there was something to distract them from reality they were placed in. 

“Hajime! Put her down and come with me! I wanna see if they have any gummy machines.” Hiyoko hollered, slamming her heel down on his toes as he stumbled with her and Chiaki on his back. He tried to please both girls at once, softly shaking his sleeping friend. 

“Chiaki, wake up. You’ll enjoy this room.” 

“Mmmhmmm…” She moaned, her sleepy eyes half-open as she slid off his back, letting Hajime lead her along as Hiyoko dragged him into the depths of labs. No one from his group bothered to invite Akane along. She didn’t seem to notice they left her behind, bouncing from machine to machine, drooling as she continued to ask the same question to the helper bears. 

“Can I eat that?”

“No.”

“How about this?”

“We said no!”

“It’s a candy factory and she said there’d be samples. You can hear my stomach rumble, right?” Akane pleaded, giving the bear a puppy dog pout. 

“You’ll get yours in good time! Why don’t you find someone else to bother?” Monokuma growled, trying to scare Akane away. No such luck as she found another machine to poke her nose at, insistently bothering the small helpers. 

Makoto laughed, amused by her wild antics. “Haha, I’m surprised she’s having a good time.” Celestia nodded as she stood by his side, surveying the room while staying close to him. 

“Don’t lose sight of the situation Makoto,” She sneered, occasionally shooting an icing stare at Junko. “Or did you forget what happened already.”

“I’m a bit offended you’d say that Celestia.” He answered sternly. “If it was you in that chair back there, I’d be working to get you out too. However, as an Ultimate Gambler, you know the benefits of playing the long game.” She blushed at his answer, fiddling with her curled hair

“Yes, you’re right. I apologize for insinuating that you didn’t care.” Celestia muttered, not looking him in the eye. “We do need to play our cards close to the chest.”

“Exactly. We can’t let worry and paranoia consume us. Just look at Chihiro.” He pointed to their friend who was inspecting a device that churned out different flavors of chewy candy. Her curiosity about the programming got the better of her as it was Chihiro’s turn to bug the Monokumas with twenty questions. 

“What sort of OS do you use? Does the code know what flavor to dispense when? Or did you engineer the robotics to use a specific number of each set over time?”

“Do we look like we know kid?”

“Ask Junko if you wanna know. Though I doubt she’ll tell much about the company secrets.”

“I think I’d rather have the brown one back. All you had to say to her was no.” They snickered as Chihiro sulked off, looking for something that wasn’t being manned by a dozen stuffed bears. Poking her nose here and there, a glass platform tucked away in the back of the lab caught her attention.

Chihiro approached it with caution as not to disturb any Monokumas that lingered around. A metallic handrail sectioned off the platform with a small gap so someone could stand on it. Craning her head up, she saw six metallic spikes pointing downward as if they were poised to attack. She came across the control panel, unable to make sense of the bizarre button scheme that lay before her. Chihiro stood, starring, trying to piece together what the function of this device was. 

A giggle snuck behind her, teasing her ear. “Do you want a hint?” Junko asked, causing Chihiro to nearly topple onto the controls. “Hey, you break it you buy it!” 

“S-Sorry…I just…am trying to figure this one out. It’s…unlike anything else in this lab.” Junko snickered, grabbing Chihiro’s wrist as she tugged the demure girl to the front of the machine. 

“Heeeelllo guests~ Could I call your attention over here?!” One by one, they came to gather around Junko hoping that this wasn’t going to be bad. “Good. Ms. Chihiro here found a fun little gadget I love to use. Especially during the holiday seasons. Behold the Candy Converter!” The machine clicked to life, several Monokuma manning the console as she gave them the run down. “How many times do you get a candy and wish for something else? Or you go to the store and discover that your favorite chocolate bar is out and all they have left is coconut!”

They all found themselves nodding, forgetting that they were in her clutches, going along with this enthusiastic sales pitch. 

“My team of engineers and mechanics have helped to bring this device to life. It’ll turn anything you put on the platform into another, better candy. Allow me to demonstrate...umm…you!” She pointed to Hiyoko. “You’ve been fun so far. Pick a candy. Anything you want!” 

“Anything?” Hiyoko didn’t take any time to think. “I want a supersized gummy bear! Cherry! The ones that are size of footballs!” Junko gave her Monokumas the thumbs up, signaling for them to get going. Flipping buttons and turning switches, they primed the machine to fire as a Monokuma set a platter of licorice whips on the platform. “Eww, I don’t want licorice!”

“Patience, don’t lose your head.” Junko sneered as she gave her helpers the go ahead. The metallic spikes lowered, flaring up with electricity before shocking the black candy under them. Everyone covered their eyes as the spectacle unfolded under the cloak of blinding light. Ten intense seconds later, the machine went into cool down as the licorice whips had become a mega-sized gummy Monokuma, just as Hiyoko asked. 

“Go on, take it! It’s yours!” Junko ushered her onto the platform as she snatched it up, sinking her teeth into the ear, chewing and smacking contently. 

“Mmmffhfm Ish mm good.” She reported to the group, ripping off the other ear as she gnashed on the giant red gummy Monokuma. “I think I’m starting to like this place.”

“Hiyoko,” Hajime butted in, “You’re not going to eat it all in one go, are you?”

“What do you care nerd face?!”

“You’ll get a stomach ache!”

“So?”

“Can I have a bite?” Akane drooled over her. “Sniff Sniff phew, never mind. It smells like red cough syrup!” Junko relished their bickering as most everyone’s attention was on Hiyoko though her attention was more on Chihiro. The tech savy girl was more intrigued than before on what all had happened. 

“You’ll have to explain the whole process to me. There’s no way this can be possible!” Chihiro gently pushed back the Monokumas, nosing about the controls and outputs. “You can’t change something on the molecular level to be something else.”

“It’s a feat of Ultimate Engineering and Science. Hope’s Peak has churned out more marvels of science than you can imagine.” 

“But that doesn’t explain anything!” Chihiro snapped back, displeased with such a lazy answer. “Your logic behind this is that you simply willed it to happen. It’s just as insane as turning lead into gold.” Junko felt her brow twitch. She wasn’t one to let a brat like Chihiro talk down to her, much less insult her in her own factory. “I just want to look at the processor. Can’t you just tell me the basics? Even if it’s a ‘company secret’, I’d like a simplified version.” Chihiro’s use of air quotes as she spoke was the final nail in the coffin. 

“Explain…how do I explain…” Junko trailed off, giving her Monokumas a little wink as she walked with Chihiro. They took their cue as they powered Converter up while the top-hatted host spoke to her guest. “There are many different factors at play here. The real question is where do I begin.” 

Growing tired of all the playing around, Chihiro became snippy with Junko. “Just tell me anything. This whole invention breaks several laws of nature, physics, and technology.” She grumbled, Junko’s smile growing wider in satisfaction, guiding the disgruntled programmer to the front gap of the platform. 

“As opposed to simply telling you, how about I show you?” Junko gave Chihiro a little push onto the Converter, something the others missed until Chihiro’s shriek. With a bright flash, the electric spikes fired upon her, blinding everyone from the truth of what happened. 

“Chihiro!”

“What happened?” Makoto and Celestia called, trying to approach their friend. Junko stood before them as she did earlier. “Move!”

“You’re better off not getting close or else you’ll get zapped too.” Junko waited for the light show to die down. “Besides, you wanna get stay back or else you’ll miss some of the fun.” Her words were seeped with malice. Forced into submission, Chihiro’s friends could do nothing but watch whatever devious plan the demented candy creator put in place. 

“G-Guys, I think I’m okay.” She sputtered, wobbling back and forth on the Converter platform. Holding the handrail, she shot them a reassuring smile but saw the evil in Junko’s eyes. “W-What’s that look for?”

“You know…” She said, poking Chihiro’s nose, causing the girl to stumble to the center. “We’ve never tried this with a human before. Though I can’t help but be curious what the Monokumas decided to convert you into.” 

Chihiro wanted to push it out of her mind, that there was no way that her body could be changed. Images of the gummy Monokuma filled her head as her skin began to tingle. Running her hands over her stomach and arms, it was like her whole body fell asleep as the static numbness grew stronger with each second. Panic began to set in as she heard someone gasp loudly. 

“What’s going on?!”

“She…”

“Hehe, about time something fun happened!” 

A tightness started to well up in her skirt, her shirt going through a similar feeling. Touching her waistline, Chihiro grimaced as she picked up on what was happening to her body. A puffy belly fat pushed against her hand, stretching the waistline of her skirt and making her sleeves snug around bloating arms. 

“What’s…What’s happening to me?!” She screamed, hands to her face in horror, cringing as her cheeks gained some roundness to them. 

Junko approached her, patting a mound of hip blubber that began to billow over the edge of her skirt, cooing as it jiggling in a hypnotizing fashion. “Well, as I said, the Converter turns matter into candy. So, it may be that your body is adjusting to its new form.”

“W-Which is?” Chihiro asked, regretting it almost immediately. Junko took her time getting to the console, never taking her eyes off the swelling student. There was no way she’d miss a moment of this! “Well? W-What am I turning into?!” She asked as it became harder to move her arms in the confines of a shrinking shirt. 

“Oooohhhh looks like you’re becoming a big softie!” Chihiro’s belly button popped out from under her shirt, a dollop of fat wobbling free from the confines of her clothes. “Or, to be technical, your body will have the consistency of a marshmallow.”

“I DON’T WANT TO BE A MARSHMALLOW!” She cried out as her shirt began to rip at the seams. Chihiro tried to waddle off the platform, feeling her thighs clumsily scrape together as she moved. Stepping proved to be difficult with rings of blubber piling on her legs. Not that it mattered since there was no way she could squeeze her wider frame through the rail gap. “N-No no no no no! There’s no way I’m that big already!” Chihiro’s heart sank as she closed her eyes, blocking off everything around her. “This is a dream. All a bad dream.”

She hollered when Junko pinched a thick mound of sticky love handle, shaking it around. “Should I pinch your ass to wake you up? I can imagine how soft that is.” Chihiro winced, whimpering as she opened her fragile eyes again. “Good. You shouldn’t be ashamed of your body. Though, you should have expected something like this to happen when you jumped ono the platform.”

“But I-” An audible gurgle interrupted her plea, lurching forward as her stomach ballooned outward. Growth spurts were popping up all over her body as her inflation was coming on much faster now. Arms stuck at her side, Chihiro was forced to stand almost bow-legged to accommodate the accelerated girth. Cantaloupe cheeks hanging off her face while an inner-tube of blubber stuck to her neck. 

“Hehe, this tour isn’t half bad.” Hiyoko giggled, plopping to the ground while chomping on her gummy. “Dinner and a show.”

Celestia loomed over the dancer, pinching the brat’s cheek. Hiyoko could see the fire in her eyes. “You twerp! You keep mocking my friend and you’ll regret being born. You hear me?”

“H-H-H…” She stammered, eyes welling with tears as Celestia dug her fingers in cheek flesh. “Hajime! Make her stop!”

Makoto intervened instead, prying his friend off the annoying midget. “Will you two knock it off?!” Before he could say more, a deafening POP filled the room. He assumed the worst, looking to Chihiro, sighing in relief when she hadn’t popped. However, a bigger problem was about to come to light. 

“My skirt!” She cried, reaching down as her school top let out a series of RIIIIPPPSSS, leaving her clad in pearl white underwear. Her flabby, growing flesh was on full display to the whole group but that wasn’t what concerned her the most. She felt all eyes staring at it. The truth was out in the open as she did her best to cover her crotch.

“What’s that bulge?” Akane asked, clueless as usual. 

“Umm…I think…”

“Hahahahaha!” Hiyoko hollered, her sadness replaced with a joyful laughter. “He’s a drag queen! A sissy! A tramp!” Chihiro’s face filled with shame as he continued to fatten up, thick water wing folds engorging his upper arms. His hips showed no signs of stopping either, bulging up and out as the platform became cramped. 

“Oh ho? Our Ultimate Programmer was actually a big sissy boy. Did you two know?” Junko asked Makoto and Celestia. Biting their lips, looking away, all their body signs gave away the answer. “How lewd! Though it may explain why he’s swelling up to be a big softy. Does it make you feel good?” Junko leaned in. Chihiro tried to shuffle away but felt his ass push into the platform, oozing over and around the handlebars. The pear-sized boy winced as Junko playfully patted his crotch, reminding him again and again of his shameful secret. 

“I…I feel…” He gulped, his chin slabs sloshing heavily on his face. His marshmallow soft body swelled with each passing second, adding more blubber to his hips; almost to fulfill some inherent desire to be a woman. “That’s not why…”

“Ohhh?” Junko sat on the handrail, playfully pawing at each hill of lard that surged her way. “Care to share with the class?” Chihiro’s face burned, flustered beyond repair. 

“I…feel…comfortable…” He cringed, feeling the massive columns of flab that sloshed around his legs. “Like…it’s…something that…makes me…feel safe.” He wasn’t sure what to be more embarrassed by: the awkward stares the group gave him or the face that he could easily rest his gut on the rail before him. His body had grown wide enough that the platform was covered by a wobbling mountain of boy blubber. Hiyoko giggled loudly as Junko pinched his cheek, wincing. 

“Well, aren’t you a brave boy?” She sneered, condescending him while slapping his face affectionately, each smack harder than the last. “Even though you’ve grown into such a softie I bet you can’t touch the edges of your hips.” Chihiro, tempted, floundered as his palms couldn’t get past the summit of his love handles. “Maybe we should reward that sort of honestly.” Reaching for her cane, she flipped open the staff head, revealing a red button; almost identical to the one used on Asahina.

Slamming her thumb on it, Junko made the handrail expand outward, releasing Chihiro from his prison. He tried to explore his new-found freedom, struggling to step forward with knocked-in knees and legs swollen enough that they could crush someone like Hiyoko with relative easy. When that didn’t work, Chihiro tried to swing his leg around as if his ankles were shackled together. Arms stuck outright on his sides, he did his best to keep balance. However, he didn’t account for his heel catching the scraps of his ruined skirt. 

“GAAH!” He cried, feeling his body swivel and spin, butt cheeks looming over the seated Hiyoko. The runt scampered back to Hajime for safety while mocking Chihiro’s plight. 

‘Tiiiiiiimmmmbbbbbberrr!” Chihiro hit the floor, shaking the foundation, causing his friends to stagger around. His near-ton of blubber jiggled and gyrated on the floor, waves of flab crashing into one another in a violent storm. Junko clenched her stomach, doubled over with laughter as she appeared over the horizon of Chihiro’s gut. 

“Aww, are you okay? Did you bruise your butt?”

“I…can’t rrrgggnn….” Chihiro shook side to side in an effort to get to his knees. “I can’t get up!” 

“Don’t worry about that. My Monokumas will help with that.” Pressing her button again, the threatening miniature bears descended upon the immobilized boy, swarming him as they all buried their claws in his sides. “Let’s not be too mean to our trap here. Why don’t we give him something to smile about?”

Chihiro whimpered as a few dozen Monokuma hoisted him upwards while others scrambled under him, carrying him across the room. The others watched in a mix of fear and curiosity as he was carried off by the bears like ants bringing back a snack to their hive. All the while, the Monokumas hummed as they tugged him along, soon breaking out in a little rhyme. 

Little Chihiro couldn’t leave well enough alone
Now look at how much he’s fully grown
You just had to go and butt right in
Sorry to say, you’ll never be thin again

We’re surprised that all the fat went to your hips
Fattened so wide, we should call it a Chihiro eclipse
Though we bet you’re actually happy with this
Looking cuter, living in feminine bliss

If you had kept your mouth nice and tight
You wouldn’t be in such a terrible plight
Your secret fetish would have been preserved
Maybe this is what Chihiro deserved 

Though we aren’t without a heart
We can’t let you wobble around without a part
Junko wants us to help you out
Try not to cry, scream, or pout

Their words didn’t make him feel any better, even though they were promising help. Struggling to see over his doughy belly, Chihiro barely made out a salon chair waiting just for him. The Monokumas hoisted him up into the chair with relatively ease as his heavy hip blubber oozed in the wide chair, digging into its arms. His attempts to push himself up were met with laughs and sneers from the bears as leather straps kept his wrists bound in place.

“Hey! Let…me go!” He screamed, trying to writhe free. 

We know just what will ease your stress
Maybe it’ll make you worry less
A bloated boy who took comfort in girly clothes
We’ll help cover you up to soften the blow

There’s no reason your friends should laugh or jeer
Instead, give us applause and a few cheers
Some might call it silly or funny
We’ll dress Chihiro like a big play bunny

Don’t judge what’s coming next guys
We got some fishnet stockings for his thighs
Hopefully these things don’t fail
After all, they’re made for catching whale

While they sung, two bounced on to his gut, motioning for others to hoist and heave the mesh stockings up his leg. Chihiro tried to resist, kicking about until a few Monokumas pinned his cankles down, giggling in their horrific fashion. Cringing, he could feel pockets of flab ooze through the holes, constricting meaty thighs. Rubbing his knees together, Chihiro winced as more Monokuma mounted his thick shoulders. One held an easel, dabbing various paints, smearing them across the wide canvas of his face. “Ack! No! Stop!”

Stop struggling or the mascara will smear
Chihiro lighten up, try not to fear
This is what you wanted in the end
Hiding your shame from all your friends

Though no play bunny is truly complete
Without something to cover all that luscious meat
The leotard was made super big
Try not to worry. It can fit any size pig

He gave up trying to fight them at this point. Biting his swollen lips, the Monokumas molded and mashed his flesh down, compressing it to get the spandex-like leotard over his belly. Sloshing his chest around, it was a perfect fit with Chihiro’s K-cup moobs. Pushing them up to jiggle around, he hated how his body was growing hot and bothered by their teasing. Growing bored of groping his ample bosom, they went to work with their finishing touches. Forcing his head into a bunny hood and squeezing his fat feet into high heels, Chihiro’s illusion was intact again.

We pulled it over and stretched it well
With all this work, no one can tell
Don’t you feel all safe and secure?
A sissy boy girl on this flabulous tour!

A final touch before we go
Some bunny ears for you to glow
There is one more part to this plan
Come with us, you need a tan!

"T-Tan?” Chihiro was worred, confused by what they meant as the chair was pushed along to the entrance of the lab, the only door wide enough to accommodate his size. The song had come to an end as the remaining six students were left along with Junko.

"What did they mean by that last bit?" Makoto asked, finding it hard to form words after watching his friend be played with like some sort of flabby dress-up doll. 

“Sounds like when we see Chihiro again, he’ll be a mocha play bunny. Isn’t that fun?” She asked, joyful that someone had succumbed to a horrendous fate. “Now that he’s gone, I think we’re ready to continue. There’s a lot more fun where that came from!”

-------------------------------

You all voted for Chihiro so our little Programmer is gonna have some fun times with Junko. I admit this chapter was a little harder to write since, next to Makoto and even Chiaki, Chihiro is one of the 'innocent' members of the group. A bit harder to tease and punish for being a brat but there's more to it than trying to show up Junko. 

Will try and get the next chapter going come Monday. In the meantime, I hope you all enjoy!
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